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Doner: The Air Is Sharp

NMQ Poetry Selections
THE AIR IS SHARP
The air is sharp; its shadows knife like polished steel.
It is difficult to think of age. dispassionate and overripe.
A kiss draws blood with little teeth
From the breathing of my hean.
A cry in the lane. and laughter.
Father brings the lambs in from the new snow.
Their long legs dangle over his man arms.
The tame goat stomps up the shingles of the house
His hooves like thunder-rain to the woman. my mother.
In the kitchen.
I shall go far into the cities but I shall not forget these things,
Nor the hot tears frozen round in the morning.
The woman my mother has many bowls and spoons in the
kitchen
And at her feet the cat arches and falls. sniffing langorously.
She moves slowly, my mother. and the smoke from her stoves
Crawls up the chimney into the winter air.
Placed between two hillocks, a trap is sprung
And there is red blood on the snow.
The babies tumble, whine and whimper
About their mother sharp-toothed with pain.
The tracks on the snow are light and indistinct.
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I shall go far into the world but I will not forget these things
The red and the white drawn with the sharp knife shadows
Of the air upon my heart.

It is difficult to think of age, dispassionate and overripe.
LOIS DONER

A BIRD OF NIGHT
All that she wants of him is peace.
All that he wants of her is war.
So, if her breast must be to him a resting place,
She would have his hand upon her like a dove,
Calm fingers under shadow of her face
That never strike her hean for just release
Of joy deep hidden in dead love,
That leave her truces as they are.
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But he must rush upon her.
In violence of darkness come
To world of flesh that does not stir
And loose his anger and her doom
As though he would see death disheveled,
As though he would not think her dead.
He strikes her-first. the terror andithe pain.
Then the dove in him comes settling down again
And lies at rest in shadow made
By fingers in the darkness pressed
On the torpor of her breast.
And she must wait for night to fade.
Nor knows if whiteness of her great abuse
Should let the dove of darkness loose.
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